WATER  UNDER  THE  BRIDGES
raissioners, diplomatic body, and foreign spectators the fourth,
Behind the soldiers was a great crowd of Turks. Harington being,
of course, busy with his own men, I told him that I would look after
Lady Harington and bring her to the General's motor-boat, which
was moored to the quay just beside the mosque, and which would
then take the three of us to the Arabic, on which they were to make
the journey to England. For once I took Osman's brother Achmet
with me in my car. He was nearly as big as Osman and more active,
and it was lucky I did so. I left the car in the courtyard of the mosque,
and Lady Harington and I walked from there about a hundred yards
to our place on the fourth side of the square. The ceremony itself
took nearly an hour, and consisted chiefly in the mutual saluting of
each other's flags. When that was over, the Allied troops moved off
down the street to the naval quay about a mile away, where they
embarked. The Italians led the way, followed by the French, in
absolute silence. But the British colour party had been carefully
chosen by Harington from the Guards battalions, and of its hundred
men not one was less than 6 ft. i in. Moreover, it was preceded by the
band of the Irish Guards. It was a magnificent spectacle and was
altogether too much for the resentful but military-minded Turkish
crowds, who, as it happened, hated us at that moment worse than any
of the Allies. The whole way to its point of embarkation the British
colour party was vociferously cheered by the Turks, who have never
been anything else throughout their history but a great military race.
They just could not help themselves, but it was an astonishing thing
to happen all the same.
As the last of the British detachment left the square, the vast mass
of Turks behind them poured into it. I told Lady Harington that if
we did not make a dash for it at once we would never get to the
General's boat. So I put one arm round her waist and the other over
the breast pocket in which I kept my pocket-book and we started to
run* But we had hardly got ten yards when we were surrounded and
helpless. At that moment there towered up beside me the faithful
Achmet. With his arms going like flails and utterly regardless of
what damage he did, he cleared a path like magic through the crowd,
and we walked sedately down to the mosque. How Achmet got there
I do not know, I had been in the front row and behind me were
packed diplomats and press men and a horde of other civilians. He
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